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That Comic Masr.

[Wilson Darret.]

Come nup stairs, end on the stage
Rehearsal is in full swing, and all are
working with a will, for there is but one
heart, one mind in this little band,
bound together by an art-companion- |
ship of years. Traveling together |
month after month, year after year,
they are for the most part earnest,
thonghtful and determined to succeed.

The little theatre is like a human
hive, There in the corner are the light
comedian and the walking lady trying
over the “trips,” or dances, with which, |
as harlequin and columbine, they are to
entrance the souls of the little ones on
Boxing Night.

The soubrette (Mrs. Gregory Buflin)
is at the back of the stage with some
two dozen children, putting them
throungh a seriea of evolutions—an-
nounced on the bill as “A Grand Juve- |
nive Ballet! Performed entirely by Na- |
tives of Holydace." There is the popu
lar low comedian, who is to play elown
looking anxionsly after his scanty array
of properties, for, as usual, the property
man las been up night and day work:
ing at the grand processions, ete., anf]
there has been no time to look after the
harlaquinade; so Gregory Buflin grum-
Iiles under his breath, and daubs awaey
at his hot poker and his string of sausa-
ges, giving every now and then a look
of encourngement at little Mys. Gregory
B., driven almost to despair by the un-
tractible nature of the material which
forms her whole corps de ballet. The
scene-painter is slap dashing at the
renlms of delight, and little particles of
Duteh metal are floating in the air.
The band is Dbanging away at the
trinmphal march, and there is hammer-
ing, hammering everywhere—in the pit,
in the boxes, under the stage, over the
stage, and on the stage, for space is
limited in the Theater Royal, Holvdace,
and time (considering the work to be
done hefore Boxing Night) equally so;
both must be economized.

The manager—*“the gov'nor” as the
company call him—is at the front of the
stagesvith eves and ears everywhere.

“A little gnicker, and more spirit!”
(this to the baud). “Forte with that
cornet! Is that drm playing, or is it
not ?”

“Where is your wand, Miss Gauzei-
kin "

“That can't beright. Wood does not,
and pever did, rhyme with love. What
is the line, prompter? Of course.”

“Take that chuld away from that glue-
pot.”

“Joe! Go up to my room and bring
me down some green foil, amd I will
dodge up this demon’s head.”

“Eh! Certainly you ean wear pink
tights if vou like them better,”

“No, little one, I have not got your
shoes,  Ask Mrs., Wrages for them.”

“That's wrong; try that song again.
Yes, all through! Do let us get it
vight., Tom, hLave yon finished that
dammy baby vet?

*What on earth is this? Bixd of Parn-
dise, indeed! Looks like a boiled owl;
do lengthen the tail, and dash a little
color mmto it. I didu't usk rfor a
scarecrow,”

“Ladies, lndies! Do leave off langsh-
ing and talking, and save yonr voices
for your songs. If yon wounld bnt Le
as Jowl on tho stage us you are off!”

“Don’t Lothier any more over that |
dance, Miss Emunie; vou must bo tired
ont, and it is sure to go.”

“What is it? Eh? How can I see a |
stranger in the middle of this muddie?
Looks hard up! Of course. Well, |
bring him on the stage, I'll try to snatch
a moment for hia.” And ou “the guv-
'noxy” EO¢s,

Turning round the corner of the
wings o pule, wan face is peering, a pair
of brown, wistful eyes gaze anxionsly
on the puvnor. Their owner waits to
be ealled, but in the wlirl of thinking
for everybody the guv'uor has forgotten |
the man he has sout for, till Inrr-\-n?llk |
Lis eve lights on the strange,
gone faco,

“Who's that?
to come heye”

A figure in seedy black limps pain ‘
fully forward; a wan, and o gentleman,
the guvinor thiuks, for his quick eyes
(trick eyes, the company call them;
they declare Le sees before, behind, nud
on every side of him) take in the whole
of the man’s character at a glanco |

A threadbare coat is held by a cold |
blue hand tremblingly round the shirt- |
legs throat, while the other hand lifis
cantionsly a battered hLat as he ap
proaches; the boots, from which the
spow is thawing with the heat of the
footlights, are old and worn hole |
to If'? the waler in, Il“ll:]p‘j' to let it ant.
And the fellow " thinks
the guv'oor. “Who and what are you?
No (ﬁl‘ih:{ there; only poverty, misery,

woe-be-

Oh, of course, ask him

={11 {3

lace—"1"gor

and hopeless Iriendlessness.  “ What
is it ?"
“Mr, —, I believe 7 The question

is askad with a Lollow thongh still muo
sieal voice, with a trained, eultivatod no-
cent.

“I am sorry to intrude upoen you at a |
time like this, but I thouglft it just pos
sible that there might be a small part |
still unfilled, or if not, that there miglt
be a chiance for me even as a supor.”

The soul of the man seews to look
out hungrily from the large brown eyes,
and the guv'nor feels a small lump in
his throat as he watches the sorrow of
the face, and the look of yearning hun-
gor—hunger for food, hunger for friend-
ship, eompanionnhip and love.

'lphe man is starving, he thinks, as he
asks: “Do you belong to Holydace ?”

| (nietly.
and Mr. Gray is called upon-to-delivor |

"No, sir; I have walked to-day from
Barafield, twelve miles away.”

“What is yotir name ?” -

“Henry Gray.”

“Assnmed,” thinks the gnv'nor, kindly
refraining from further questioning, and
with a lTie (for which forgive Txim,
reader), he says: “Yes, theve is a small
part in—let me see—the sixth scene,
which I shall be glad to give youn. Of
course, the salary is small, but every-
thing will be found for you, and it may
gait you till something better turns up.”

The poor wan face quivers, and tears
tre in the quiet brown eyes. “Obh,
theak yon, sir. I shall never forget
your kind"—

Rather burriedly the guv'nor breaks
in with —

“Lreasury was held this morning. bu
nere 15 bhalf a week's salary in advance,
Go and get a lodging and something to
eat; and be back in an hour, and I will
rehearse you in the part. Excuse riwe
now."”

The eold trembling hand grasps tho

money, and the poor colorless lips move
uoiselessly as Mr. Gray raises his hat
and departs, )

The guv'nor sits at the prompt table,
and with a quick inward guestion of
*Where can I put him?” he pulls ont a
pencil, bites it, and seribbles off a fow
lines of doggerel, hands it to the promp-
tor to copy into the manuseript of the
pantomime, and calls for the property
man.

“Tom! Where's that comic mask—
that one with the wide langhing mouth ?

Yes, that's it.”

What a mask! One of Dyk-Wyn-
Ken's funniest, The whole face is one
huge, droll, uncontrollable laugh.

The rehearsal proceeds, and in less
than Lhalf an hour Mr. Gray returns.
He has had a meal, and there is a look
of thankfulness if not content on his
faco. The prompter hands him the
part and asks Lim to try on the
mask. He does so, and the effect is
queer, odd painful—the thin, starved
figure, the poor cold hands, the thread-
bare clothes, and the jolly, well-fed, up-
roariously laughing, exaggerated head,
under the weight of which the man al-
most staggers in his wenkness,

On goes the rehearsals.  One by one

“the boys” go up to and speak to the

stranger,
signs of trouble, and by the time Mr.
Giray is called for his scene they have
made him feel to o certain extent one
of themselves, and are erncking jokes
for his ammsernent, an attention which
he nceepts gracefully, and joins in with
Home comie mnsic is played,

the result of the guvnor’s “inspiration,”
which has produced the following:

Chur King is coming: greet him n cheer;
Let hbin see u;ul;.;!il but pleasure dwelloth

hores

Sing, shout, and danee—to loak your jolliest
try, do,

Laugh till your sides ache—enjoy yourselves
as 1 do,

He speaks his’ lines feebly through
the mask, amd asks if he can be of _oy
further assistance,

“No, thank von,” says the gnv'nor,
thinking to himself, “vou have as much
to do us vour strength ean compnss,
Yonfeau go.” Still Mr. Gray lingers,
the baud 18 plaving, the footlights are
blazing. Within the theatre there is
light, life, companionship; withont,
darkness, the snow, and loneliness, and
50 he lingers until almost the last; and
as le goes, one of the boys saya:

“Chive s o eall to-morrow, Inddie.
It's Christmas day, and we'll have a
glass and a smoke together. That's my
address.”

Mr. Gray grasps the offered hand
gratefully, and savs, “*Thank Heaven, 1
am among  [viends at  lnst!” With
another how of thanks to the guv'nor,
Lie is

}'-'-I"LHII..' night has cone, '-Lh'l the the-
atre Royal, Holvduaee, is packed [rom
Hoor to ceiling with an excifed, expect-
ant, haoliday follk,

(L TLN

andisnee—working

most of theme—rough, honest, kindlv,
and enthnasiastio. Soveral of the com
Py gre favorites, and are received

hoanrtily, All goes swimmingly. The
relicarsals have been eavefully condnet-
el. The guvhior knows fully the ex-
tent of his resonrces, and hes not gone
one step beyoud them.  All righit up to
the sixth scene, in which Mr. Gray isto
appear.  The poor fellow in his anxiety
wis dressed before the riging of the cur-
tain, trying to help when and where ha
conld. Dut now he 18 leaning against
the wings, looking ghastly pale, with
lnrge blue cireles under his eyves, and
that comic mask is st his feet, grinning
at his weakness, With an evident ef-
fort he pulls himself togother as Lis coe
comes, and with a straggle lhioista the
mask over lias head
the stage. The mask provokes a roar

Actors are quick to read the |

.
Fwelod

| asks Gray.

him to the wings; the guv'nor pulls ont
the mask and carries him to a dressing-
room. '

“Send for some brandy and a eab; get
Lhim to his logings, and put him in a
warm bed; get a doctor, and let him
have anything he wants,” eays the
guvnor. Poor Gray is carried to his
humble lodging, where the warm-
hearted Yorkshire matron receives him
with “Eh, lad, but I thowt tha' wert
wrong to go out. Come in,do; get him
i bed, while I light th'rre. Get him
some hot groel.”

Poor Gray is earried to the badroom

muttering half unconsciously that he “is |

Letter, and is sure to Le all right for to-
morrow night.”

“Was the guv'nor very angry at the
mess he hnd made of his part?”  And
then Lie begina to wander, and repeats
the doggerel dreamily.

“Sing, shout and dance, to look your jolliest,
trv, do,
Laugh till your sldes ache, enjoy yourself as 1
do,”
- . L - - -

At the theatye, on goes the pantomime |

with roar afteg roar till the curtain falls,
when some of “the boys” dress hur-
riediv, and go to Gray's lodgings to in-
quire after, and, if necessary, to sit up
with him. But the doetor has been and
hos given orders that no one is to seo
him. Then they “will come ronnd in
the morning.,” DBut, by the morning,
Giray, who hias been delirious all night,

has been taken by the doctor’s orders to |

the hospital, where “the boys" are not
allowed to sen him.

For three days the poor fellow tosses
in wild delirinm; at tines they have ta
bold him down., He “®ill go on for Lis
part,” he raves. And with wenrisome
monotony of intonation he repeats the
lines:

"Sing, shout, nnd dance, to look your jolli-
est try, do,

Laugh till your sides ache, enjoy yourself as
Idot™

Over and pver again the jingle is re-
peated, and every now and then there
15 a tender, pluintive call for “Gracie.”

Who was she? Who is she? 1Is she
living still? What was the link that
bound the two together?
the blow that snapped the link asunder.,
and sent this poor waif to wander over
thie earth homeless and alone?

On the third evening (ns they are
lighting the footlights at the theatre) a
calm comes over poor Gray at the hos-
pital; he has been still for a time, and
the nurse who is watehing him sees the
large brown eyes unclose and look round
feebly, wonderingly. “Where am 17
Kindly the nurse tells him
of hisillness. *“I shall lose my engage-
ment,” he moans,

“No, no, the guv'nor has sent word
that vou are not to worry. Your salary
will be paid all the same, and he and all
the company sent their best wishes for
vour recovery, aad for a happy New
Year”

“Thank God, there's somebody think-
ing of me,"” comes with a sob in a whis-
per from the bed, and the poor face, on
which the death-dew is gathering, is
turned slowly to the wall. Quite quict
and still he lies; no more tossing, no
more mnttering. “He sleaps at last,”
thinks the nurse, and she leaves him for
a time,  When shie returns he has not
moved. She looks eloser. He is dead.
At the theatre they have just remched
seene sixth of the pantomime, but
Grray's port is ent ont.

Gray is gone. Whither? Moy wa
hope that he is “among friends at last?"

New Year's morn, and the sun is
shining, shining gaily on the frozen snow ;
amd on the frozen branches the fross
beads glisten like myriads of diamonds
in its bright clear rays. Over the town
the sunr s shining over the factories,
whose tall "hihl‘!h'l\'-i scen to be'vomit-
ing their Dblackest smoke in vain en-
doavors to ul:m:l his 11!&.,’}.‘“}1'.-'._4" Over
the church and over the theatre it
gleams with most impartial splendor;
over Groxd™ Acere, on the hillside _‘.’H:j‘lt'r,
e stin 18 shining, making it look less
bleek nud cold, preparing, it - seemed, a
ane to ths new comer, who was
foon to finish his earthly pilgrimage in
the six feet of ground the company

.
|

| elubed together to buy for the strang-
| er. Slowly up the hill a procession is

and totters on to |

of langhtey, which Gray does not hear, |
for there is a singing in his ears and a |
| There is a fresh track of footsteps yon-,|

mist Defore his eyes, He stagpors,
strageles to speak, and falls.
roar of laughter from the andience, who

accept the fall ns part of the fan, and

| no wonder, for that comio mask is still

Inughing its hardest, and they can't see
the death-stricken fuce baneath it. The
man is supporting himself
hand on the stage, and with the otliar
Leis vaiuly trying to lifé the mask,
which is now almost stifling him, He
is trembling violently, and the andionce
gtill laudh, for with that comic mask
the trembling heightens the ludierons
effect, and the whole fignre scems to be
shaking with merriment. The guv'nor
knows better, and calls to Gregory
Buffin:

“Quick, Greg., earry that poor fellow
off the stage; he is fainting.

Gregory bounds on with a gag, ten-
derly lifts up the fallen man, and brings

Another |

toiling, while the passing-bell booms
ont its monotonons “Come!” “Come!”
“Come!” Up the hill, and into the lit-
tle clinpel the company gather, - All are
there; the harlequin, the columbine, the
pantaloon, from the guvnor to the eall-
boy, all are there, listening to the voice
of the preacher.

“1 am the resurrection and the life,
saith the Lovd,”

Firnily as the first words are uttered,
the voice is wavering and broken before
he fluishes, and his eyes, and those of
all present, are dimened with tear,

Out of the chapel and on to the hill-
side covered witn the glistoning snow.

der, and that track is followed l}_\; the
little band of mourners till they reach
the new-made grave. HRound it all
roverontly kneel with uncovered heads.

| “Aghes to ashes, dust to dust,” almost

with one |

sobs the priest, for he knows all that is
known of the wanderer, and the story—
meagro thongh it is—has touched him
doeply, kind hands drop winter flowers
upon the coffin; long, lingering looks
are given at the plain name plate and
its inscription—*Henry Gray, died De-
cember 29, 187—," and then ‘slowly all
descend the hill, talking quictly and
wondering déeply over the history of
the dear brother departed, whose body
they had committed unto the ground.
Who was he? Whence cameo he? They
never knew., Only a packet of letters
tied with a faded ribbon, written in a
woman's_hand, undated and without ad-

What wae |

| ger fingers,

dress, signed” simply “Gracie” was

found upon him and was buried with

him. Who was he? Nobody knew.

Nobody cared. Except the players and

the priest.
-

The guv'ner went sadly to the theatre,
and picked up that comic mask and put
it on the fire. The face was turned up-
wards, langhing still,

The higher the blaze grew the more
it langhed. It revelled in the flames, it
crackled with glee; but the end camo
at last, the langh was extinguisbed.
*Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.”

A handful of charred cinders in the

L] . - -

| grate, o large flake of tinder caught up-

draught, and whirled ‘heavenwanrd
through the chimnev, was the last the
guv'nor saw of Tuar Comic Mask,

PRIVATE JOHN AND GEN.
MEADE,
AN INCIDENT IN THE DEFENSE OF (Elk

ETERY HILL AT GETTYSBURG.
Inter-Ocean.

At Gettysburg, during the last des-
perate attempt of the enemy to cnrry
Cemetery Hill, the ammunition of an
Obhio battery that was taking most
prominent part in the engagement gave
out. The moment was a critical one.
Gen, Meade, who was below with his
staff,dismissed all his asttending officers,
and rode with but a single orderly to
where the battery was posted. He was
in L}lﬂain fatigne dress, and wore no
easily recognizable insignia of rank. He
was much concerned about the state of
aflairs, and said earnestly to the sub-
ordinate officers in command, that the
hill must be held—that there must be
poretiring—that everything depended
on holding this position. The boys had
been quick to see this, and had com-
menced the work of gathering rebel

shells, which had struck near them
without exploding. Many of these
had been returned to the rebel
lines with pgreat effect, and in

this last extrenuty the men were resort-
ing to their use. This struck the dig-
nitied major general as an excellent
move, and he proceeded to give his as-
sistance, He picked up shells and car-
ried them to the guns, but did not ex-
hibit the readiness of the begrimed ar-
tillery men, dashing about with insane
energy. The shells were apt to L
heavier than he expected, and he was a
little backward in raising them. Pri-
vate John Snicker was one of the bost
men in the battery. He was much
aronsed now, however, and his sight
was dimmed |J_\‘ ]u'l'spirnllrm. Im\\'l\'r
and dnst. He disliked o slow man.
General Meade attracted his attention.
John thought his will was good, bhut he
didn't know how to gather shells. As
the general stooped to pick up a regnlar
whizzer, John made & dash for the same
shell, giving the stooper a sort of con-
temptuons shove, and saying .“cll:lit‘!)i%hl}‘:
“Get out.  Geont the way hove, old gin-
You're in the way here,
vou are.”  Aud then as the general
stood aside to allow him to lift the shell,
John, without looking np, said apologet-
ically, “Your mind’s willin' but you

| !Irlll,\"h weak.”

The general smiled, made a  depro-
eating motion with his hand, and took
his stand as an observer. Iu fow min-
utes Major General Warren and staf!
came np, Warren saluting Meade augl
reporting to him as his superior. Jolin
was astonided—dazed. He had hnstiod
the generel in command, and as t!at
genernd rode away, after the corisis Ll
l'ik‘*?h'q]. with a ;__[ll(lll word for the moen
tor doing well, John remarked
"l.il'.lt‘d iy !:lulul ong oo 1me, ]-.a\'-—..
63 nea? kiokin' Major Genoral
Meade as a man could and wot doit. It
soares me to think of it. T thonght le

B0
i

Cilie

| was some captain or lientenant fool
ronnd where he had no bn ineas, and I
gave lim a pretty hard shove, Joe=im
sa-lem.  And John to easa his  mind
turned o band spring. He has alwavs
contendad  thot a8 major-general «

coulidd gather shiells for use in battle v
hibited n mighty strong interest in
fight, nnd that this “stoopin’ to conguer
was the clear thing.

| SEURETARY OF THE NAVY AND SEC-

RETIRY Ok
Fortress Monroe Letter.,

I like to think of the bay as the pues
where a cortain secrotary of the navy—
I think it was Preston, 1849 —for the
first tima in his life wont on board 6f a
ship, It was a man-oi-war, and the see-
refary was making an official visit, He
climbed on board antl walked across the
dock to the companion-way. He looked
down ; he was surprised at what he saw,
and, rushing Dack to Lis friends who
followed him on board, exclaimed: *liy
Jove! she's hollow.” But they've got
the mate to that at Ol Point. It's
abont a secretary of war-—the tradition
is u Littlo nopcertain as to which one—
who made an offieinl visit to Mort Mon-
roe, He was escorted intothe fort with
great ceremony, and then paralyzed the
commandant by walking up to the sar-
gent of the guard ot the sally port and
shaking hands cordially with him.

WoLdl

THEZCOWERBOY'S OUCUPATION GOING,
Boston Globe,

A tonrist throngh the grazing regions
of Texas pradicts that a war between
the stockmen and cowboys is pending,
and that when it does come it will ba
waged by both sides to the bitter end,
The stockmen, since the recent leasing
of public and private lands, have begun
to fence in the same, and ns the stook
will hereafter be confined to definite
bounds, the calling of the cowboy will
be gone,

AN EXCHANGE OF REMEDIES.

A RECIPE FOR CURING A WART ON THH
NOSE TRADED FOR A FORMULA FOR
CATCHING A MAN'S ATTENTION,

Brooklyn Eagle.
“How is it, my dear, that all the men
glance up at your window when they
pass, while not a soul looks up at me
from one end of the day to the other?”
ashed one ancient maid of another, as
they met on Clinton street and ex-
chinnge kisses, yesterday afternoon,

“He, he, do they ?” giggled the other.
“T didn’t know it. I can't imagine why
they do, I'in sure,”

“I don’t think you're any more at-
tractive than I am,” sniffed the first,
“und vet I never eatch u man'seve when
youn are on guard.”

“It's the fuult of the men.” simperad
the fortunate one, “I don’t know why
they do it. any more than you do.”

“If you will tell me, dear, how yon
manage it, I will give vou o recipe for
that wart on your nose. It cured mine.”

“Really, sighed the other, rubbing
her wart veflectively, “I would like to
get rid of that wart. If the recipe is
any good, T will be glad to help wvon
eateh a look from a man onceina while,
Tell me what it is, and 'Ll try it.”

“Not miich! Yon give me your recipe
for o man, and then, if it works, T'll
give vou the formula for the wart.”

*Oh, mine is sure to work; vou've no-
ticed this yonrself, for yon just said so,
What will eure the wart, dear ? and then
I will tell you why every man who
passes onr lunmn once, lr_n_:];a up at i!.
when ha passes it again.”

“Just make an ineision
and drop in lemon juice.
how to cateh the men.
kuow.”

“Just yub a little soap on the side-

in the wart
Now tell me
I'm dying to

| walk, and stand at the window wlere

they can sece you aa they come down.
As they drop, give a little squeal, wring
vour hands, and look sympathetically
after them asthey go away. Not one of
‘emn but what will go a block ont of the
way to look up at the woman who pitied,
instead of langhed at him, the day he
sprawled bofore her window. Yon try
it, and I'll bet you find it as good as
vour wart remedy. Dy the way, how
wueh lemon juice did von sav ?”

Aud having t'S'.‘lhI.::'_‘:r-l full 11:11'15\".1-
lars, they separated, each hwrrying
home to try the other’s recipe.

THE 8T. LOUIS INDUSTRIAL

SCHOOL.
Cor. Cleveland Herall,
The St. Lonis DMannal Training
echool has been in operation nearly

three voars. The first clasd is now about
throungh with the conrse, The class is
t'uu.lnmml of twentyv-eight boys, These
bovs, of an nverage age of 17, are about
t-:‘("-liljlli-fl' three steani engines, upon
which they will have done ull the work,
from the drawines to the finishing
touch. With this menual training they
have obtained the sveragoe ||.i,,;!l school
edneation.

The parent who sees the St. Lonis
manual training school in  operation
sees solved belore his eves the problem
how his oy mav e sure to make n
good living in the world, The boy may
not beegme rich, Wealdh is possible
only for e fow, DBut a graduate of o
mannal training sehivol newd never fall
below an existence of a eowd, comfort-
able support, and his chances for ne-
gquiring wealth will be far geeator than
they wonld be without this training

The boys ure over 14, Thley devote
two hours each day, ten hours eaclh
week, to mannal labor, besides follows
ing a-high studlies.
Thoy make quite as vapid progress ine

sehiool course of

‘a-“-_l‘['l]l“l'n' -'I.“.;i f.l:-'l', I '?#11 all their
time to study,  The manual labor serves
s i 1“-'('|‘.-;1lj:-!|, and the bovs love it.
The boys become skilled dranghtsmen
Fhey gain & thorongh kuowledge of
matierials. Tiu-l\‘ learn to mol

and to plane, bore and drill castings v
machine tools. Wrought ivon a .-‘! stoeal
are worked by them at the forge, and
tempering, brazing and soldering are
thoroughly learned. The Lealth of the
boys is not impaired, but improved

JUSTICE SLEEPS AND SNORES.,

A lawsuit involving the present own-
ership and future pl'n.-a\n»a-ls of u eall
was tried on recently before Justics
Case, of Oswego. For the defense npe
ln'au'i'tl Recorder Buller, who, after din-
ner, the testimony being all in; began
to sum up for his client. It was re-
marked that he was in excellent form
The judge leaned his head upon his
hand, assumed an expression of great
gravity and penetration, and My, Bulle
began. Encouraged Dby the thonghti
and attentive attitude of the l'tl.'.l't. he
kindled with his theme, and in a strain
of lofty and animated eloguence dis
coursed for threc-quartera of an
coneluding with a flery peroration, anc
sitting down at lust with happy antic:
pations of victory, Then the judgs
awoke with n snort, gazed mildly
around the conrt-room, and blandly re-
marked that if the learnoed comnsel was
ready to sam up be had better begin at
once. On motion of the opposing
counsel tho case was adjourned nntil
the next day to enable My, Luller to re
cover from the shoek.

Lol

PECULIARILY EXASPERATING
Boston Transeript,

There is probably nothing better enl-
culated to stir up & man's evil passions
and make a red-handed murderer of
him than, after having been yanked by
the jaw all about the dentist’s ingquisi-
tion chamber, to have that cold-blooded
villian speak of your tooth as having
been “removed,”




